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¢ PRIMROSE PATH <
By Angela. Morgan.

ANTORTH stood in
the lobby of uLis hotel
receiving congratula-
tions. It was an oc-
casgion of triumph for
the veteran theatrical manager. Hig
larast venture nad broken the record
@as a first nighter by scoring an un-
precedented success.

Stephen Danforth during his lengthy
manpagerisl career had known many
successes, but the taste o. this one
was unusually sweet. The drama was
in some respects a departure from es- ;
tablished methods but it embodied his !
yet theories as to what an ideal play
fhoulut be, and he had brought all his
resources to bear upon i's prodnction.
The reward seemed wortny of his ef-
forta,

Another fact had given the undertak-
ing a decided flavor of daring. The
new plece—"Down Primroze Path"—
was the work of a young playwrignht
as yet unknown to fame. Danforth's
impilcit faith in the play and in the
wubility of 3chofield, its author, had for
some time been the theme for doubt-
ful comment among his theatrieal
Iriends—until tonight.

Well, we mur:. remember that time
Pproves a'. things, and that “nothinz
succeeds like success.”

Just now Danforth was thinking of
the playwright, and waved ki~ friends
aside with good-natured prntest.

“It's the young fellow who deserves
your congratulations,” he insisted, and
Just then Schcfield himself came up.

The young man's appreciziion of the
cordiai reception that awaited him was
temrced szomewhat by the reflection
that those same flattering, fawning in-
dividuals had snubbed h:m frequently
in times past, and would doubtless
have gone on snubbing him forever
had it uot been for this demonstration
of his anility., Danforth, now, had
believed ‘u nim jnet as thoroughly from
the very first as he did tonight, when
the plaudits of the people proclaimed
his play an andisputed hit.

“Why is It that the world must wait
fur “alent to succeed before it will aec-
knowledge that it is talent?” Thus
Schofleld mused the while he nodded
and shook hands with these theatirical
nabobs whe now regarded him as one
<f them.

*Well, there's one instance, at least,
where the vlaywright gets full credit
“or his part in the performance,” re-
maiked one of the fawning ones to
Roberts, the stage manager.

“Yesn, that's Denforth’'s ~-a,” replied
the other, briefly.

Later, as the group scatte.ed, Scho-
field and Roberts accompani d Dan-
forth—at his urgent invitatior—up to
his own room, where, over glasses and
cigars, they reviewed the triumph of
the evening.

“m proud of you, my boy!” ericd
the old manager, delightedly. “You've
shown them what you can do. Now
wateh thein run after you!” He
chuckled with pleasure, and, lighting
a cigar, leaned back in his chair,
wetching the curling smoke wreaths
with supreme satisfaction.

“And I'm grateful to you"'——Scho-
field began, but Danforth waved a de-
precating hond.

“Iut, tut, none of that nonsense. I
lik~ your pl.y, that's all, and I'm
glad T was t. : means of bringing it |
before the public.”

“The plece caught vour fancy from
the very first, didn't it, Danforth?” |
queried Rcberts, sipping reflectively ,
from: his glass. ’

|
|
{
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= ¥es; sir, from the very first,” as-

s nted the old man, between puffs. “I

could see how true the thing was—true

to tie core—and that's what the people

want. It's the cleverest piece of New |
England life I've seen—couldn't help
but retch ‘hem. Yes, sir, T knew it
would, I kn2w it wou'd,” and Danforth
chuckled again.

“The may we're putting it on, too, |
Danforth—that's a great hit,”” observed
the stage manager. “Every little thing |
has 3 meaning, down to the smallest |
properiies. Say, but that oid furniture
is the proper stuff! ¥orbes was on to |
his {2b when he went up into that 1it<
t'e New T ampshire village and actual- |
ly pot it from one of its old home- |
steads. It's the real thing, and no
mistake.” |

“That’s what it is,” nodded Dan-
forth. ‘‘“The same style we used to |
have an home when I was a boy. That's
the kind -f a thing that brings back
memories!”

Roberts and Schofield exchanged
@wift, significant glances at the remin-
iscent note in the old man’s volcs It
was an unusual thing for Danforth to
refer to his youth. He was extremely
ret.cent except on subjects that con-
<erned his profession. Ome thing had
alwa:’s coallenged the curlosity of his |
friends, and that was why he had
never married. On this topic he had
alw2ys maintained a steolid silence.
‘Whenever the subject came up he
seemed {mmediately to surround him-
self by an invisible wall of reserve,
which even his closest companions had
a0t the temerity to attack.

Jand lad yourself, werem't you, Dan-
forth?"” questioned Roberts with as-
stimed carelessness.

“Yea, yes, I was a New England lad

1
“You—h'm-—-you were a New Enz-!
|
|
|

myself.” The manager's tone was|

maore ylelding and he gazed musingly
at the smoke wreaths that floated be- |
fore his eyes.

“You spoke of memories—have you--
er—any specific recollections?” en- |
couraged Roberts, gently.

Danforth winced perceptibly. Then !
he cleared his throat and seemed to
take a new mental attitude.

“Look here, boys, I've never told you
my own love story, but I'm going to
do it now. It has a great deal to do
with the—the play—and all that—and
I belleve it's only fair that the writer
should know of it. You didn’'t guess,
Schofieid, that when you wrote that
play you were hitting pretty close at
the romance of my own life, did you,
eh? Well, that's about the size of it. |
And that's why I took up with yuur
piece all in & hurry. It touched me. It
told my own story--only—well, mine
di@a’t end as the play ends” He “'ag;l
silent, smoking meditatively, for a |
while. |

Roberts and Schofield dreathed cau- 1
tiously, fearing to break the spell. |

|
!

At length Daniorih continned: “Yes,
I was a New Engiand youth, and -
Joved a New England maid—one of the
rare, sweet blossoms. You don't find
her like often in these days. Her name
was Loulse. I can't describe_ her, boys. |
1 ean only say that she Wwas like a
“¥ild rose, mewly blown. She was the
duughter of typical, straight-laced
New England parents. They distiked |
me and were displeased with my at-!
tentions. to their daughter. Nor did
they hesitate to let me feel it in every |
way pcssible. They coula never have |
countenanced any young man who was
not cuat fron: the most approved Puri-
tamicel vattern. | was not of that'
rwake. ] was far too libersl and un- |
cmventional in  religious  matiers to |
meet with favor from the parents of
Louise. They told her I was an ‘un-
believer," and warnad her against me,
Still she beltayved a liking for -my’ so-/
slety. This fact goaded her parents
on to take active measures against re. ‘
They forbade me the house. I must |
never again make rny attempt to see
thelr daughter. I managed to get a
word with Louise, and told her tnat
this could not be. [ must and would
see her sonechow. She confessed her
wish that our acquaintance should con-
tinue, but was alarmed at the thought
of “me without the knpwledge
of her parents.

| of meeting me. She was far too docile
[ and obedient for her parents ever to

i me that night. Only blackness and

| lent eloquence to my pen. I told her

! had a right to do so. She must follow

- Well, perhaps. I'm really a pretty old-

! had.” Etephen Danforth sat suddenly

B the grounds of a deﬂﬂe&w
ﬂ&‘ ‘were jdeal lovery q00ks

—leafy paths for twilight strolls—ex-
tensive gardens, now grown over with
wild grasses and Tiotous vines. After |
much persuasion Louise consented to |

were not long in leaving him to the
privacy of his own reflections.

“Down Primrose Path” continued to
draw packed houses and win the un-

meet me here at least one during every | stinted praises of the press. It was en-
week. Our trysting place was an oid ; Jo¥ing a long run in the metropolis.

grape arbor, «im with shade and
sweet with nature's subtie and varied
perfumes. From the arbor a winding
path led through shrubberies and be- |
neath low hanging boughs. In the
days of its prime it had indeed been a
beautious pathway—a t-ue lovers' lane.
In ite unkemnpt, rustic state it was stiil
more lovely to our vision. The owners
of the place had, called it Primrose
path, for in springtime its borders were
always brightened by a myriad prim-
roses. Louise and 1 still spoke of it
fondly by that name. FHow precious
were the talks we had in the old grape
arbor—-how happy the strolls we took
together down Primrose pdth!

“At home Louise was not suspected

consider her capable of anything except
absolute confor ty to their wishes. At
twilight she would go for a stroil in her
own garden. Then, all unnoticed she
would slip away through the trees and
intn the grounds of the deserted home-
stead, where T awaited her. How often
I would stand with my heart in my
mouth, watching for the gleam of her
light dress among the trées as she
came fluttering toward me! As yet
there had been no spoken words of love
between us. There was a tacit uncer-
standing—that subtle comprehension
of young lovers as yet too sliy for frank
admission; but I had not dared to ex-
press by word or action the fezlings 1
cherished for her. Until—one night. I
shall remember it to the last. Louise
was late in meeting me—it was quite
dusk when she came. She could stay
only a few moments, she told me.
They would expect her at the house at
a certain h*ur. Then suddenly—I don't
know why I did it—she looked so be-
witching in her pink frock. and I guess
the stars and the fragrance and the
sight of her went to my head. My
arms want round her and I kissed her.
Never while T have breath and being
will I forget that kiss. I'd give all my
wears of prosperity to live over again
that one fresh, deliclous moment of my |
young manhood when for the first time
the lips of a girl met mine. Many a
world-worn man and woman of this
day would barter their lives for a taste
of such unsullied rapture. Ah, boys,
those innocent davs of our youth—
there's nothing like them, after all!

“But the kiss was dearly bought. |
After that night a new timidity seemed [
to take possessio of Louise. She seemed
fearful lest her narents should discover |
our attachment, and confessed herself |
afraid to brave the storm of their dis-
pleasure. She would not promise to |
meet me as was her wont. ‘I can't do
it, Stephen! 7T can’t!” she cried.

“‘I'm so frightened—and it's—it's all
wWrong anyway. I—you mustn’'t come |
any more, Stephen; we must say good- |
bye and forget each other.” ‘But you |
love me, Louise, don't you?" I ques-
tioned her. She was silent, her head
bent low. “We must eay good-bye, she |
ingisted, and, with a quick handciasp,
she sped swiftly from me on through
the garden and into the house.

“There were no stars nor moon for

abject misery. How T ever got through
that eternity of wretchedness I don't
know. I lay with wide eyes staring
into nothingness. Of all the wild, un-
reasoning plans and purposes that
swept through my brain during those
interminable hours two resolves stood
out clearly defined when morning
dawned. 1 would go away. PBefore T
went: I would write her a Jetter. It
as a strong. masterful letter for a
youtth of 22 to write, but desperation

that T was going west to try my for-
tunes, and that T wanter her promise
before T woent. She must decide for
herself. She was old enough now and

the distates of her own heart instead
of allowing herself to be led blindly by
others who did 1ot and could not un-
derstand the situation as she did. Did
she love me? If so it was wrong for
her to stifle that love in abject obe- |
dience to the will of others. It was |
er privilege and duty to decide for
1erself. ‘I am going to make a sue-
cess I wrote. ‘T shall win money and
friends and position. Give me the right
to do all this for you. Tel. me that
when $ return T may take you back
with me as my wife. I won't ask you
to meet me again at the dear old place.
I know your fears, and I won't be sel-
fish. t I do ask you—nay. beg or
you—to send me a reply to this appeal.
I must know before I go. 1. seems
eruel l}hm I cannot see you again—just
once—in the old place—to say good-
bye. But I'd rather lose that than g0
away without the dear answer that I'm
~.' * Then I signed myself
ruity, Stephen.’
3 ted, but no word came.
I even remained in the village a few
days longer than I intended, hoping
for some message, but in vain. I
watched for a sight of her face wher-
ever I went, but { did not see her. I
concluded to remain ove= Sunday,
thinking to caten a glimpse of her as
the people filed out of church after |
service. So I stayed. How I hoped |
and argued with myself! Perhaps, af-
ter all—Fate often played strange
tricks—I might have a word with her
—she might expiain! When Sunday
came I watched for her, and was re-
warded. First came her parents. I
fav them distinctly, though wunob-
served by them. Then—she passed.
And by her side walked a stranger—a
fine looking young fellow he was, too.
He was bending his head devotedly to
caich her every word. Whether Lou-
ise sgaw me or not she gave no sign.
I gazed as in a dream. Her eyes were
fixed straight ahead. T thought her
face looked singularly placed and com-
posed. It was all clear to me now. I
;Am-ks_d my things and left the next
morning. T never went back to the
next merning. I never went back to
the village again. I ieft all the old life
with. its memories behind me, and
started out with new hopes and new
resoives. My ambition still remained.
I worked hard and determined to make
a name for my=elf. 1 became inter-
ested in theatrical matters and—you
know what my life has been.”

The room “vas very still for a few
moments. Danforth mused dearmily
in his chair. His cigar had gone out,
unoticed.

“And Louise?” questioned Schofleld,
gently reminding him.

“Louise—married the other fellow,”
ca, e Danforth’s reply. “I heard of it
thréa vears after I left the village.
And  then—two years later—I heard
again.” There was a queer sound in
his voiee.

“You heard again?” from Roberts.

“Yes, Louise died.”

Roberts cleared his throa. and mur-
mured something about the smoke af-
Tecting his syves.

“So 1hat is your love story,” Schofield
said in a hushed voice.

,“Yes, that's why I never married.
I've been true to that one woman’s
memory. Sounds oid-fashioned, eh?

!aahlu'ned fellow, when you get at me.
No, I've never wantéd to give any
other woman tha place she shou!d have

ereoct.

“Well, Schofield, you see now why I
suggested that name for your play.
. was method In my madness,

vgnt neither Roberts nor Schofield
was deceived by the light bantering
torte. The aepthe had been stirred, and
Were still tremudous. - Both feit in-

stinctively the old 'mn‘s mood, and

 Danforth took a personal interest in all

the details of management, and it was
his pleasure to give close attention to
all matters, big or little, which might
require inspection. No trifle escaped
iiis keen observation. One day near
the close of the season, while giancing
over the properties, he called out sud-
denly to Roberts:

“See here, we'll have to look after
this cherished furniture of ours, old
man. It needs upholstering badly.
Antiquity is one thing and dilapidation
is another.”

‘“You're right,” assented Roberts.
“We can't pull through another sea-
son with this stuff, and that's a sure
thing. The covering’s just about fall-
ing to pieces. It'll barely last for the
remaining twe weekg, I guess. rn
have Forbes see to it, and make a note
of it with the other repairs.”

“Where did you say Forbes goet the
stuff 7’

“I don’t remember exactly, but it was |

some little out of the way town up in
New Hampshire. Clever idea, wasn't
. e

“Yes, just so they don't spoil it at the
upholsterer’s. Tell -Forbes to be sure

they fix it up as nearly like the original |

as they can.”

“'Sure, sir, just leave it to me.”

The season was well over, and Dan-
forth was contemplating a trip to the
mountains before the subject came up
again. Roberts accosted him one day
as he passed him near the hotel.

“Say, Danforth, an odd thing hap-
pened in connection with that furni-
ture. What do you suppose? An old
letter was found hidden away down
in between the linings of that old
chintz covered sofa. Sounds like flo-
tion, doesn't it?”

“Well, well I should say! Who has
the letter? I've a curiosity to see it.”

“I don’t know what became of it. I'll
ask Forbes, thcugh—"

“Wasn't there an address?”

“Really, I don't recollect just what
Forbes said about it. I'll find out fur-
ther when I see him again.”

“Do: and if he can get the letter re-
member to let me see it before I go.
Quite an odd and intresting occur-
rence. Schofield should know of it. He
might get an idea from it himself.”

Three days later, Roberts called at the
hotel. He greeted Danforth rather ex-
citedly: “What do you think? The let-
ter's addr
The upholsterer didn’t notice at first,
as the ink is so faded. He had put the
letter away without examining it very
carefully. But there’ our name, Dan-
forth—I'll be hanged if it isn't. Look,
see for yourself."”

“Come up to my room,
mans, :r, with a great effort at self-
contro.. But Roberts could see that

the hands which held the letter trem- |

bled as with ague. In the seclusion of
his own room Danforth tore the en-
velope recklessly from the  folded

cheets. He sat down and adjusted his |

eyveglasses with shaking fingers. Rob-
erts locoked on in breathless curiosity.

| The ink was indeed  faded, but the

handwriting was reguiar and not diffi
cult to decipher. At the very fi
glance Danforth’s face went the col

of ashes. A vision. rose before him |
of an old grape arbor, and a winding |

path overhung with drooping boughs.
He could smell the scent of the vines
and wild flowers, He could see the

flutter of a pink dress through the |

trees,

“Lov-se, Louise,” he muttered under
his breith. He strained his eyes over
the pages. This is what he read:
“Dearest Stephen:

“I do promise you that I will be your
wife. I've decided to listen to my own

heart, and it tells me that I am right. |

I care more for you than for any one
else in the world. - In spite of what they
all say I will marry you when yvou re-
turn. Dear, T was afraid, but I'm not
any more. Did you think I'd let you go
without seeing wyou again? Without
telling you good-by? I'll meet you at
the dear old place tomorrow at twi-
light. Watch for me, dear. Oh, Ste-
phen, I have so much to tell you— and

I want you to help me bear up against |

it all. Father and mother have set

their minds on my marrying a second |
cousin of mine—a young man who is !
soon to visit us. Isn't it dreadful? T |
don’t know what to do. But since I |

have given you my promise I shall not
flinch, no matter what they say. Sure-

ly they can't force me to the altar. |

You must try to strengthen me and
help me in this crisis. Of one thing be

sure—I love you. Yes, I know It now. |
“I'm sending this letter by brother |

Joe. T've told him to be careful and

not let any one intercept it.. Mother | B

is 8o watchful nowadays. 1 hope and
pray that this will reach you safely.
Watch for me tomorrow. I'll not fail
you. God bless you, Stephen.
“Your own LOUISE.”
Roberts bent over him suddenly.
“Here, take some of this wine. It'll

brace you up. There, that's right, !}

Better now? That's good.”

Danforth handed him the letter. |

“Read it,"”" he said, quietly. *“It's from
Louise. She did wait for me, after all,
at Primrose Path.”
ANGELA MORGAN.
{(Copyright, 1201, by W. R. Hearst.)
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A Dark and Muddy Complexion

Does not become a neat woman. Lane’'s | &8

Tea wil. curc constipatioh, clear up
the skin, sharpen the appetite and

make you look and feel llke a new |

person. It acts gently upon the stom-

ach, liver and bowels. For sale by |

Godbe-Pitts Drug company.
Hats That Win

favor with the wearer are Miller, War- |
burton, Denney and Schoble Derbies |

Sole agents,

BROWN, TERRY & WOODRUFF CO.

166 Main street.

Reflections of a Bachelor.
{(New York Press.)

Our good deeds slip away easily; our
sins ride us with whip and spur.

From youth we learn nothing about
age, but from age we learn all we know
agom yvou*h.

A bachelor is one because he could, but
wouldn’t; a maid because she would, but
couldn’t.

It ism’'t any worse. but somehow it al-
ways ssems worse, to be half a liar than
half truthful,

Love that has to be carried in the door
with supporting arms can fiit out the
windows with its own wings.

Thousands suffer with torpid liver,
producing great depression of spirits,
indigestion, constipation, headache, etc.
HERBINE will stimulate the liver,
keep the bowels regular. and restore a
healtiful buovancy of spirits. Price,
50 cents. Van Dyke's Drug Store, cor-
ner Main and Third South.

Bodily Comfort
at this season of the year is largely

dependent on your underwear. We '

have fall weights that are warm

weights.

BROWN, TERRY & WOODRUFF CO.,
166 Main street.

Very Appropriate,
(Chicago News.)

)
Rodrick—I wonder why bards always .
allude to woman as a dream?
© Van Al

bert—Probably because she goes
by contraries.

Are You Troubled
with - pimples, or is your compiexion
cloudy? If so, one dose of f‘.ne's Tea
will a chan It purifies the

=
ed to you. Queer, isn't it? |8

said the old !

{
|
!
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will leave no doubt as to the leadership in this market.
A great sale will start as soon as the doors open Monday morning. Carloads of new

t .". v" v.v'
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Extra large, strong and extra well
made; the most comfortable rocker
on earth. CREDIT OR CASH,

$4.50 and up.

Solid Oak Center Table, nicely
turned, sizes 24x24 top. CREDIT OR
CASH,

$1.75

Go-Carts. :

‘We have a few cheap ones that we
will close out at CREDIT OR CASH,

7
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This full size bed has four coats Ped. CREDIT OR
hard enamel, has best brass rail on CASH.
foot and head. It is a beauty. For
CREDIT OR CASH,

Total amount for

Limited to one outfit to

i
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Cotton Top Mat-
tress to fit this
bed, CREDIT OR
CASH, o

$2.75

Woven Wire
Spring to fit this

$1.50

the
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i 300ds have arrived. The exhibits will be larger and finer than at any previous time in the
| history of the house. Our CREDIT plan is the easiest there is. We are the original peo-
ple to advertise

‘“Your GCredit Is Good.”

rris Chair.

chair for that tired
2 arge and easy. To raise
ower the back all you have to do
s to press a small button, the chair
does the rest. CREDIT OR CASH,

$7.50 and up.

We bhave just received a
very fine line of Dinner
Sets, also a full line of
Table Silverware.

Couches.

‘We have 65 different pat-
terns to select from. Our
special this week is a
nicely wupholstered couch
with good springs.
CREDIT OR CASH.

High back Wood Seat Dining
Chair, CREDIT OR CASH,

00 Cents

$7.50 and up.
Our Credit

Is the open doorway to
happy homes. Pay little by
little and the goods are
yours. NO INTEREST. NO

SECURITY. NO REFER- OR

» ¥

ENCES.

¥ull size Bed Lounge, nicely up-
tholstered, pretty colors, good springs,
CREDIT OR CASH,

$i1.00 and up.

Solid Oak Sideboard, micely fin-
ished, beveled plate mirrer, CREDIT

$15,00 and up.

We Are the Original Little-at-a-Time Store.

Freed Furniture&Carpet Compan

I8 to 40 East Third South Street.




